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A PICNIC  OF  TWO. 


I THINK  it’s  too  bad  !”  said  Tom- 
my. 

He  was  standing  at  the  corner  of  the 
school-house,  with  a very  sober  face, 
for  it  was  five  minutes  past  nine  and 
the  door  was  shut.  This  was  the  third 
time  it  had  happened  this  week,  and 
Tommy  knew  very  well  what  the  pun- 
ishment  would  be. 

“If  he’d  only  take  a stick. to  me  and 
hav^e  done  with  it,’’  he  said  to  himself, 
“ I wouldn’t  mind  so  much  ; but  to  lose 
every  recess  and  stay  in  after  school, 
too,  that’s  awful.  I can’t  see  what 
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difference  five  minutes  makes  in  a 
whole  day,  anyhow.” 

Tommy  had  good  reason  to  know 
how  bad  it  was,  for  only  last  week  he 
had  tried  it.  Mr.  Welch,  the  teacher, 
had  been  driven  to  make  very  strict 
rules,  by  a habit  of  tardiness  very  com- 
mon among  his  scholars,  though  none 
of  them  were  quite  so  careless  as  Tom- 
my. No  matter  whether  the  mornings 
were  long  or  short,  this  boy  was  sure 
to  be  a little  late.  The  teacher,  unwill- 
ing to  take  their  play  hours  from  the 
children,  had  at  first  given  extra  tasks 
as  a punishment,  but  Tommy  was  such 
a quick  scholar  that  they  gave  him  very 
little  trouble,  and,  after  trying  various 
other  plans,  he  had  at  last  made  the 
severe  rule  which  Tommy  was  now 
mourning  over.  For  the  first  tardiness 
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of  the  week  any  scholar  should  lose 
the  morning  recess ; for  the  second  lose 
both  morning  and  afternoon  ; but  for 
the  third  not  only  these  two,  but  the 
hour  at  noon  also,  and  remain  an  hour 
after  school  was  dismissed.  These  se- 
vere measures  had  reformed  nearly  all 
but  Tommy.  He  had  been  for  a while 
very  careful  ; then  had  been  late  once 
in  a week,  then  twice,  then  three 
times,  and,  in  spite  of  the  punishment 
which  he  had  found  so  hard,  here  he 
was  again,  five  minutes  after  the  hour, 
for  the  third  time  this  week.  As  he 
stood  half  ready  to  cry,  waiting  for  the 
door  to  open,  a voice  came  to  his  ear 
in  a loud  whisper,  “Tommy  ! Tommy  ! 
I say.  Tommy  Thorpe  V* 

“ Hilloa  !“  said  Tommy  ; “ where  are 
vou?” 
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“ Sh  !”  answered  the  voice  ; “ don’t 
speak  so  loud,  he’ll  hear  you.  Come 
over  here,”  and  a head  popped  up  from 
behind  the  stone  wall  ; ” are  you  late 
again  ?” 

” 1 should  think  so,”  said  Tommy 
ruefully,  scrambling  over  ; “isn’t  it  aw- 
ful to  think  of  staying  in  like  that,  such 
a day  as  this?  Where  are  you  going?” 

“ I’m  going  on  a picnic  all  by  my- 
self,” said  Frank  Torrey  ; ” come  with 
me.  1 saw  you  coming  down  the  hill  as 
1 came  along,  just  when  old  Welch 
was  shutting  the  door,  so  I knew  you 
were  in  for  it,  and  got  over  here  to 
wait  for  you.  It’s  all  nonsense  going 
to  school  in  summer-time,  and  going  to 
such  a teacher  is  worse  than  nonsense. 
You’ve  got  your  lunch,  haven’t  you  ? 
Come  along,  then.” 
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“ Tve  the  greatest  mind  to,”  answer- 
ed Tommy  ; ” only,  you  see,  I’d  catch  it 
Brhen  I go  back  to-morrow.” 

” To-morrow’s  Saturday,”  said  Frank  ; 

he’ll  forget  all  about  it  by  Monday. 
Come  on.” 

” But  I can’t  lug  my  books  all  over, 
and  I can’t  leave  them  here,”  said 
Tommy;  “some  of  the  fellows  will  be 
Sure  to  find  them.  I guess  I’d  better 
not. 

” Hide  your  books  down  under  that 
big  rock  on  the  other  side  of  the  mead- 
ow,” said  Frank,  ‘‘and  come  along. 
Hurry  up  ! or  it’ll  be  a quarter  past 
before  you  know  it,  and  the  shepherd 
will  be  out,  looking  after  his  stray 
lambs.  I think  I see  you  such  a day 
’as  this,  sitting  shut  up  in  the  school- 
room from  now  till  five  o’clock — eight 
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mortal  hours.  Why,  Tommy,  you’rci 
crazy!  Where’s  your  lunch?” 

” Here,”  answered  Tommy,  pulling  at 
a strap  in  his  hand  and  dragging  up 
to  view  a tin  lunch-box  which  had 
been  hanging  down  his  back. 

” That’s  just  the  thing,”  said  Frank 
” hold  on  to  that,  and  when  it’s  empty,! 
it’ll  hold  a lot  of  worms  to  go  a-fish-' 
ing  with.  Here  we  go,  then.”  Suiting 
the  action  to  the  word,  he  moved  off, 
and  Tommy,  for  whom  the  picture  of 
eight  hours  in  the  school  room,  con- 
trasted with  the  prospect  of  a whole 
free  day  in  the  woods,  had  been  quite 
too  much,  picked  up  his  books  and  fol- 
lowed after.  Of  course,  he  kiKiw  per- 
fectly well  that  he  was  doing  wrong,* 
but  just  now  he  did  not  wish  to  con- 
sider that  part  of  the  subject.  The\^ 
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hastened  across  the  meadow  to  the 
great  rock,  where  the  books  Avere 
securely  hidden,  and  were  scarcely 
down  the  slope  out  of  vSight  of  the 
school-house  when  they  heard  the  little 
bell  ring  for  the  first  class. 

“No  ‘jogafy'  for  you  to-day.  Tom- 
my,"' said  Frank,  giving  him  a punch  ; 
“isn't  it  jolly?  We’ll  go  up  the  moun- 
tain to  Round  Lake,  and  try  if  there 
are  any  fish  there.  I know  a fellow 
that's  got  a handful  of  fish-hooks  in  his 
pocket. 

“ I shouldn't  wonder  if  I’d  seen  him 
too,”  responded  Tommy;  “ about 
size,  isn’t  he?  How  did  you  get  off 
to-day,  Frank?’’ 

“I  walked  off,”  replied  Frank  cool- 
ly. Father  and  mother  and  Will  and 
Mary  have  gone  down  to  the  beach 
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to-day,  on  that  picnic  they  usually  get 
up  with  Uncle  James’s  family,  after  hay- 
ing. Janie  and  1 have  always  gone  be- 
fore, and  there’s  no  reason  why  we 
shouldn’t  have  gone  now,  but  all  they 
said  was  they  wanted  us  to  stay  home 
this  time  and  take  care  of  Grandma 
and  little  Phil.  Grandma  and  Phil  have 
always  gone  over  to  spend  the  day  at  Aunt 
Fanny’s,  and  of  course  they  could  now, 
so  I walked  off  on  a picnic  of  my  own.  I 
tried  to  get  Janie  to  go  somewhere  too, 
but  she  wouldn’t,  though  she  was  half 
crying.  She  said  mother  knew  best, 
but  I wasn’t  going  to  stand  it.  She 
had  Phil  on  the  floor,  munching  a slice 
of  bread  and  butter  half  as  big  as 
he  is  when  I left,  and  Punch  watch- 
ing every  mouthful.  I wanted  Punch 
along,  but  Phil  began  to  cry  when  I 
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called  him  off,  so  I let  him  be.  I think 
it’s  very  queer  they  should  treat  us  so. 
Janie  and  I have  both  worked  like  any- 
thing all  through  haying,  just  as  hard 
as  Will  and  Mary,  and  if  we  can’t 
have  a little  fun  when  that’s  over,  I 
think  it’s  a pity.” 

” ’Tis  queer,”  responded  Tommy 
sympathetically,  ” and  it’s  a regular 
shame.  What  do  you  suppose  they’ll 
say  when  they  come  back?” 

” I don’t  know,”  said  Frank  ; ” some- 
thing 1 shan’t  want  to  hear,  very  like- 
ly ; but  I’ll  get  some  fun  first,  any- 
how.” 

” I don’t  know  what  father’ll  say  to 
me,”  pursued  Tommy,  ” but  I can 
guess  pretty  near,  so  I suppose  I may 
as  well  have  all  the  fun  I can  get  first ; 
there  won’t  be  much  lost.” 
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As  they  talked,  the  boys  walked  on, 
striking  in  a direct  line  for  the  mountain, 
as  it  was  called.  Their  way  led  them 
across  the  fields  and  quite  away  from 
the  main  road,  which  they  wished  to 
avoid  for  fear  of  meeting  some  ac- 
quaintance. The  day  was  warm  ; it 
was  a long  walk  and  a pretty  rough 
one.  By  the  time  they  reached  the  foot 
of  the  mountain  they  were  glad  enough 
to  get  under  an  ash-tree  which  grew 
close  to  the  fence  and  rest  awhile. 
Here  they  were  far  out  of  sight  and 
hearing  of  any  house,  and  both  began 
to  sing  and  whistle  at  the  top  of  their 
lungs.  After  a little  of  this  exercise, 
Frank  announced  that  he  was  hungry, 
and  proposed , that  they  should  “have 
some  refreshments.” 

“ It  must  be  about  ten  o’clock  now,'* 
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he  said  ; “ I’ve  been  getting  hay  lately, 
and  am  used  to  having  a lunch  about 
that  time.  Open  your  box,  Tommy  ; 
you  know  we’ve  got  to  put  our  worms 
for  bait  in  there.  I don’t  believe  they 
like  bread  and  butter,  so  we  may  as 
well  eat  it  up  out  of  their  way.” 

‘‘  All  right,”  answered  Tommy  ; ” Tm 
hungry  too,  but  we’ll  be  hungrier  by 
and  by,  and  what  shall  'we  do  for  din- 
ner ?” 

‘‘  Don’t  be  scared  about  dinner,”  said 
Frank  ; ” Fve  got  a lunch  that  is  a 
lunch — wait  till  you  see  it ; and  as  he 
spoke  he  patted  with  a reassuring  air 
a good-sized  bundle  which  hung  at  his 
side,  being  fastened  by  a string  passing 
over  one  shoulder.  ” They  didn't 
carry  off  all  the  good  things  on  their 
old  picnic,  I tell  you.  ” 
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His  mind  being  thus  set  at  ease, 
Tommy  opened  his  lunch-box  with 
alacrity,  and  proceeded  to  make  an 
even  division  of  its  contents.  There 
isn’t  much,”  he  said  ; ” I was  afraid  I’d 
be  late  and  I wouldn’t  wait  for  Sally 
to  put  in  any  more.”  But  the  bread 
and  butter  and  molasses  cake  were 
Iresh  and  very  good,  and  the  boys  dis- 
patched them  without  delay,  and  with 
an  excellent  relish.  The  next  thing 
was  to  find  worms  for  their  fishing,  and 
this  took  some  time,  as  they  had  nothing 
but  sticks  to  dig  with.  They  turned 
over  a good  many  stones,  and  at  last 
succeeded  in  getting  the  box  half  filled 
with  a wriggling  company,  who  seemed 
y^ery  uncomfortable,  but  fortunately  did 
not  know  what  it  was  to  go  fishing, 
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and  therefore  could  not  borrow  trouble 
about  their  future. 

It’s  a lucky  thing  we’ve  got  youi 
lunch-box,  Tommy,”  remarked  Frank, 
” or  we  might  have  to  do  what  a fel- 
low did  last  summer.  You  know  my 
Uncle  James  lives  down  very  near  the 
beach.  Well,  one  day  the  boys  thought 
they’d  go  fishing,  and  when  they  were 
getting  out  the  boat,  comes  along  a 
ragged  fellow,  about  as  big  as  you,  and 
asks  if  they  won’t  take  him.  So  they 
began  to  ask  him  what  his  name  was, 
and  so  on,  and  he  talked  so  thick  they 
could  hardly  make  out  what  he  said ; 
and  Thad,  my  cousin,  says  to  him, 
‘ Why  don’t  you  speak  out?  What  have 
you  got  in  your  mouth  ? ’ and  the  fellow 
mumbles  out,  ‘ Worms  for  bait !’  ” 

” Yah  !”  ejaculated  Tommy,  with  a 
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face  of  great  disgust;  “what  a nasty 
thing  ! Why,  I don’t  even  like  to  have 
'em  in  my  pocket.” 

The  boys  were  now  ascending  the 
great  hill  which  they  dignified  by  the 
name  of  mountain,  and  which  was  in 
places  very  steep  and  rocky,  and  cov- 
ered except  in  spots  with  a growth  of 
trees  and  bushes,  which  made  climbing 
rather  slow  work.  Frank,  however, 
knew  the  way  very  well.  Many  times, 
as  some  little  wild  creature  rustled 
away  through  the  bushes,  did  they  di- 
verge in  the  hope  of  overtaking  and  cap- 
turing it ; but  squirrels  and  rabbits  were 
far  too  swift  for  them.  Once,  through 
the  low  bushes,  they  had  a glimpse  of 
a beautiful  bird,  which  fled  away  from 
their  footsteps. 

“ It’s  a woodcock  ! T know  it  is  !” 
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exclaimed  Frank;  “if  I’d  only  brought 
Will’s  gun  !’’ 

“ You  couldn’t  shoot  it  now,”  re- 
plied Tommy,  with  an  air  of  wisdom  ; 
“don’t  you  know  the  law's  on  ’em? 
They’d  fine  you  like  anything  for  shoot- 
ing a game  bird  now.” 

‘ Well,  I’m  safe  for  this  time,”  said 
Frank,  laughing.  “ Sit  down  and  let’s 
take  breath.  Look  down  there,”  he 
continued,  pointing  to  a little  white 
spot  in  the  distance  ; “ that’s  our  house. 
If  your  eyes  were  only  strong  enough 
you  might  see  Phil  in  the  door,  work- 
ing away  at  his  bread  and  butter ; it 
was  a big  enough  slice  to  last  till 
now.” 

“ If  that’s  the  case,  he  won’t  be  as 
hungry  for  his  dinner  as  we  shall,”  re- 
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plied  Tommy,  getting  up  and  pushing 
on. 

In  a little  while  they  came  in  sight 
of  Round  Lake,  which  was  a beautiful 
little  sheet  of  water  lying  in  a hollow 
half  way  up  the  hill.  It  was  nearly  cir- 
cular, as  its  name  indicated,  and  very 
deep.  There  was  no  trouble  in  finding 
plenty  of  slim  little  saplings  for  fish- 
poles  ; and  in  a few  minutes  two  boys 
might  be  seen,  sitting  on  two  rocks  a 
little  distance  apart,  waiting  for  the  fish 
to  come.  Presently  down  went  the  end 
of  Frank’s  line,  and  he  pulled  up  a little 
sunfish.  In  a few  minutes  the  same 
thing  happened  again  ; then  Tommy 
caught  one,,  and  in  the  course  of  an 
hour  they  had  quite  a little  heap  of 
fishes  shining  on  the  grass. 

“ What  can  we  do  with  ’em,  now 
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we’ve  got  ’em?”  asked  Tommy.  ” You 
don’t  want  to  take  them  home  for  sup- 
per, I suppose.” 

“Tommy,”  said  Frank,  patting  him 
on  the  shoulder,  “ I told  you  not  to  be 
scared  about  your  dinner.  String  your 
fish  and  come  with  me,  my  child. 
We’re  going  up  to  the  Hermitage  to 
dine.” 

Accordingly,  Tommy  strung  his  fish 
by  running  a slender  twig  through  the 
gills,  and  they  marched  up  the  hill  to 
the  “ Hermitage,”  which  was  but  a 
short  distance  away.  In  the  old  times 
a man  had  made  his  home  here  for 
many  years,  living  mostly  on  fish, 
game,  and  wild  berries,  with  which 
the  hills  supplied  him,  but  sometimes 
descending  into  the  village,  where  he 
exchanged  the  skins  of  his  game  for 
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such  groceries  as  he  wanted.  He 
never  wasted  words  upon  anybody, 
very  seldom  answering  questions,  and  i 
no  one  ever  saw  the  inside  of  his  hut, 
until,  one  winter  morning,  some  men 
setting  traps  for  game  found  him  lying, 
dead  at  its  entrance.  This  had  hap- 
pened two  generations  ago.  Of  course 
the  old  hut  had  long  since  fallen  to 
pieces,  only  the  shelving  rock  against 
which  it  was  built  remaining  to  mark 
the  place.  It  was  a favorite  resort  for 
picnic  parties,  as  there  was  here  an 
open  spot  of  an  acre  or  so,  command- 
ing a fine  view,  and  having  in  the 
midst  a cool  spring.  Frank  and  Tom- 
my had  scrambled  up  the  mountain  by 
the  shortest  way,  but  there  was  a cart- 
path,  up  which  wagons  could  be  driven 
to  a little  distance  from  the  Hermitage. 
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It  was  now  one  o’clock,  and  very  hot. 
It  was  a steep  little  climb  up  from  the 
lake,  and  the  boys  reached  the  place 
flushed  and  out  of  breath. 

“ Whew  ’.’’whistled  Frank,  wiping  his 
face,  “ how  hot  it  is  ! 1 know  some- 

body that’s  nice  and  cool  to-day, 
though.  Did  you  know  my  cousin 
John  has  gone  to  the  Arctic  Regions 
this  voyage?” 

“A  whaling?”  asked  Tommy. 

“Yes,”  said  Frank.  “I  wish  I were 
with  him  just  now  ; I’d  get  him  to 
leave  me  on  the  north  side  of  an  ice- 
berg for  an  hour  or  two.  But  what 
we  want  most  now  is  a fire  to  cook 
our  fish.” 

“To  cook  them  ! Oh  my  I”  ejacu- 
lated Tommy. 

“Yes.”  said  Frank;  “I’ll  show  you 
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how.  They’re  jolly.”  He  pulled  off 
some  leaves  from  a hickory-tree,  and 
pinning  three  together  with  bits  of 
stick,  soon  had  a number  of  little  leaf 
napkins  made,  on  each  of  which  a fish 
was  laid  ; then  the  leaf  was  doubled 
over  and  secured  by  more  pins. 
” There,”  said  Frank,  ” that’ll  keep  them 
clean;  now  for  the  fire.”  He  looked 
round  for  a good  place,  and  chose  one 
near  the  edge  of  the  open,  as  there 
were  plenty  of  dry  sticks  just  within 
the  wood.  With  a sharp  stone  he 
cleared  away  the  earth  two  or  three 
inches  in  depth,  laid  down  the  little 
leaf-wrapped  fishes,  and  filled  in  the 
earth  again ; then  over  all  laid  a fire, 
with  dry  grass  and  leaves  for  kin- 
dlings, and,  producing  a box  of  match- 
es from  his  pocket,  touched  it  off. 
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“ There,  that’s  Indian  cookery,”  he 
said  ; ” see  if  it  isn’t  good.” 

” It’s  pretty  near  those  dead  bushes, 
Frank,”  said  Tommy,  shaking  his  head. 

” That’s  all  safe,”  answered  Frank 
confidently  ; ” don’t  you  see  how  the 
smoke  goes  ? The  wind’s  the  other 
way.  Come  on,  let’s  set  the  table ; 
there’s  a flat  stone  over  by  the  spring  ; 
that’s  just  the  thing.” 

The  boys  were  by  this  time  very 
hungry,  for  more  time  than  they  were 
aware  had  been  spent  in  chasing  birds 
and  rabbits.  Their  hinch  had  taken  off 
only  the  edge  of  their  appetites,  which 
were  well  sharpened  again  by  the 
rough  walk  up  the  mountain. 

They  piled  on  plenty  of  fuel  to  make 
sure  that  the  earth  above  and  around 
the  fish  should  be  well  heated,  and 
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then,  while  Tommy  brought  more  leaves 
to  be  pinned  together  for  plates,  Frank 
began  to  unpack  his  provisions. 

“ I had  good  luck  foraging  this 
morning,”  he  remarked  ; “ mother  made 
just  as  much  biscuit  and  such  stuff  as  if 
we  were  all  going,  as  we  ought  to. 
This  fellow  was  whole  once,  but  he 
isn’t  now.  Look  here,  will  you?”  and 
he  held  up  to  view  half  a roast 
chicken.  ” These  will  be  good  with 
the  fish,  and  I’ve  got  some  ham  to  go 
with  them  too,”  he  went  on,  as  he 
piled  upon  a plate  some  delicious  light 
biscuits.  There’s  plenty  of  butter  on 
them,  I can  tell  you.  There  was  a 
lemon  pie  too,  only  I thought  it  was 
rather  soft  to  carry  ; but  just  look  at 
the  cake  I’ve  got  !”  From  his  various 
pockets  he  produced  several  small 
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paper  parcels,  each  containing  a differ- 
ent kind  of  cake,  for  Mary,  his  eldest 
sister.  Was  quite  renowned  for  her  skill 
in  making  it,  and  had  laid  herself  out 
on  this  occasion. 

“ Why,  they  won’t  have  any  better 
dinner  than  we  shall,”  said  Tommy, 
with  a sigh  of  mingled  hunger  and  satis- 
faction. 

” No  ; but  think  of  all  the  fun  they’ll 
have,”  answered  Frank.  ” They’re  at 
dinner  now,  likely,  and  the  sail-boat  is 
waiting — Uncle  James  has  such  a 
beauty — and  it  will  be  so  nice  and  cool 
on  the  water.  It  makes  me  mad  every 
time  I think  of  it.” 

” Well,  never  mind  now,”  said  Tom- 
my. ” Are  you  going  to  wait  for  the 
fish?” 

Both  boys  had  their  backs  toward  the 
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fire  ; Frank  sitting  on  the  ground,  Turk 
fashion,  and  Tommy,  with  his  hands  on 
his  knees,  bending  over  him.  As  he 
spoke  the  latter  straightened  himself 
and  turned  round.  In  another  instant 
his  companion  was  startled  to  his  feet 
by  a shout  : 

“ Oh,  Frank  ! Oh,  my  senses  ! just 
look  there  !”  as  Tommy  rushed  across 
to  the  fire.  Frank  was  a clear-headed 
boy,  and  took  in  the  situation  at  a 
glance.  Cut  a bush.  Tommy,”  he 
shouted,  throwing  off  his  coat ; and  in 
less  time  than  it  takes  to  tell  it  the 
boys,  forgetful  of  dinner,  had  each 
hacked  down  with  his  jackknife  a green 
bush,  and  were  thrashing  away  with 
might  and  main.  A spark  had  lighted 
upon  some  dead  weeds  ; they  were 
blazing,  and  the  grass  under  them  also. 
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Unless  they  could  beat  it  out  here  the 
fire  would  very  soon  be  in  the  woods, 
where,  once  in,  it  would  be  utterly  im- 
possible for  them  to  control  it.  They 
worked  like  heroes,  but  for  some  time 
seemed  to  make  little  headway  against 
it.  The  summer  had  been  very  hot 
and  dry  ; for  some  weeks  no  rain  had 
fallen,  and  here,  upon  the  stony  hill- 
side, grass,  and  even  tall  weeds,  were 
dried  so  as  to  burn  very  readily.  Frank 
and  Tommy  well  remembered  a fire, 
two  years  before,  which  had  destroyed 
many  acres  of  valuable  timber,  and 
which  had  originated  in  much  the  same 
careless  way  ; and  the  dread  of  being 
held  responsible  for  such  mischief  stim- 
ulated their  efforts.  After  wearing  out 
several  bushes,  they  had  the  satisfac- 
tion of  seeing  it  confined  to  a small 
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space,  just  at  the  edge  of  the  wood,  and 
a little  more  hard  labor  quenched  it 
here  at  last. 

“ Oh  dear  !”  gasped  Tommy,  “ do 
let’s  get  some  water.  I can  hardly 
breathe  but  turning  to  go  to  the 

spring,  they  stood  aghast  at  the  pros- 
pect. In  their  anxiety  to  prevent  the 
fire  from  getting  into  the  woods,  they 
had  not  thought  of  any  danger  behind 
them  ; but,  behold,  the  grass  was  blaz- 
ing. In  beating  the  fire  out  with  their 
bushes,  they  had  probably  tossed  some 
sparks  over  their  heads.  It  had  ap- 
parently ignited  in  several  places,  but 
had  now  all  burned  together,  and  an 
irregular  line  of  flame  ran  half  across 
the  width  of  the  open  grassy  space, 
and  had  nearly  reached  the  spring. 
Both  boys  had  often  seen  the  low 
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meadows  on  their  fathers’  farms  burned 
over,  and  knew  how  fearfully  rapid  is 
the  pace  of  fire. 

“We  can’t  stop  for  anything,”  said 
Frank;  “it’ll  get  away  from  us,  as  sure 
as  fate.  I’ll  take  that  end  and  you  take 
this,  and  work  like  fury 

Fortunately,  the  air  was  now  very 
still.  It  was  a long,  hard  race  ; more 
than  once  the  boys  were  on  the  point 
of  giving  up  in  despair,  for  again  and 
again,  when  they  thought  they  had  it 
under  control,  it  would  break  out 
afresh  and  run  before  them  like  the 
wind.  Happily  the  field  narrowed  at 
this  end,  and  there  were  here  and 
there  large  rocks,  against  which  the  fire 
burned  itself  out.  At  last  it  was  sub- 
dued, and,  panting  and  exhausted,  with 
faces  begrimed  with  smoke,  hands  blis- 
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tered,  and  clothing-  soiled  by  many 
falls,  they  threw  down  the  remains  of 
their  bushes,  and  dragged  themselves 
back  to  the  spring. 

About  this  time,  at  the  school-house, 
the  history  class  had  just  taken  their 
seats  after  recitation,  the  clock  pointed 
to  half-past  two,  and  the  children  were 
expecting  to  hear  Mr.  Welch  announce, 
as  usual,  “ The  school  may  have  a 
recess  of  ten  minutes.’' 

Instead  of  this,  he  touched  the  little 
bell  for  attention,  and,  when  all  was  quiet, 
made  the  following  speech  : 

“ It  gives  me  pleasure  to  say,  my 
scholars,  tha't  I have  noticed  a steady 
improvement  among  you  during  the 
past  term,  both  in  your  studies  and  de-. 
portment,  but  especially  in  point  of 
punctuality.  To  show  my  appreciation 
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of  this,  I have  arranged  a little  pleas- 
ure excul-sion  for  you  to-morrow.  We 
will  go  for  a day  at  the  beach.  Wagons 
will  call  at  your  various  homes  at  an 
early  hour,  and  1 wish  all  to  be  in 
readiness  to  leave  the  village  at  eight 
o’clock.  Your  parents  having  aided  me 
in  making  this  a surprise,  you  will  find 
the  matter  of  provisions  well  attended 
to.  Mr.  James  Torrey,  near  the  beach, 
has  kindly  offered  us  the  use  of  his 
boats,  and  I think  we  may  spend  a very 
pleasant  day.  ^ The  children  of  the  pri- 
mary department  will  be  invited  to  a 
treat  at  the  house  of  their  teacher,  in 
the  afternoon  of  to-morrow. 

“That' there  may  be  nothing  to  mar 
our  enjoyment,  I depend  upon  you  all 
to  prepare  your  lessons  for  Monday 
this  afternoon,  and  in  order  to  give  you 
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plenty  of  time,  we  will  close  now  in-  ! 
stead  of  at  the  usual  hour  of  four,  j 
The  school  is  dismissed.”  ' 

There  was  a general  buzz  of  delight 
and  a chorus  of,  ” Oh,  thank  you,  Mr. 
Welch  !”  as  soon  as  he  finished  speak- 
ing. 

” I wonder  where  Tommy  Thorpe 
is,”  said  one  of  the  boys. 

” I fear  he  may  be  ill,”  replied  Mr. 
Welch,  ‘‘as  he  is  usually  very  regular. 

I shall  call  there  this  afternoon,  and 
also  at  Mr.  Torrey’s  to  invite  Janie 
and  Frank,  who  have  been  your  fellow- 
pupils  till  the  last  few  weeks.  Now  all 
go  directly  home,  and  stick  to  lessons 
till  they  are  finished.” 

‘‘  Yes,  sir,”  “Yes,  sir,  I will,”  re- 
plied one  and  another,  and  in  ten  min- 
utes the  school-grounds  were  deserted. 
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The  time  that  this  business  occupied 
was  spent  by  Frank  and  Tommy  in  re- 
gaining their  breath  and  resting  their 
wearied  limbs.  A good  draught  from 
the  spring  and  a wash  in  the  cool  little 
brook  running  from  it  revived  them 
somewhat,  for  they  were  really  almost 
spent,  and  they  began  to  look  about 
them  once  more.  The  scene  was  not 
very  inviting.  Nearly  the  whole  open 
space  had  been  burned  over,  looking 
black  and  dismal,  and  the  smell  of 
smoke  filled  the  air. 

“ There’s  the  end  of  our  beautiful 
dinner,”  said  Tommy,  giving  a kick  to 
a biscuit,  which,  blackened  and  spoiled, 
Avas  lying  on  the  ground  at  his  feet. 
In  their  frantic  efforts  to  extinguish  the 
fire,  they  had  thrashed  right  and  left 
without  ceremony,  and  the  flat  rock 
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coming  in  for  its  share,  the  tempting 
dinner  had  been  tossed  hither  and 
thither,  as  it  might  happen.  The  cake, 
whipped  into  little  pieces,  bestrewed 
the  ground  ; part  of  the  biscuits,  water- 
logged,  were  at  the  bottom  of  the 
spring,  and  the  chicken  had  been  tram- 
pled under  foot. 

“ I suppose  we  shall  have  to  go 
home  now,  like  the  prodigal  son," 
said  Frank,  after  a long  silence.  " Fm 
half  starved  and  half  dead." 

" I think  1 shall  enjoy  going  home," 
replied  Tommy,  holding  up  one  leg. 
" What  do  you  suppose  mother’ll  say 
to  those  breeches  ? and  they  Avere  new 
last  week.  1 suppose  this  is  what  you 
call  a picnic.  I wish  I’d  gone  to 
school,  if  he’d  kept  me  in  till  bed- 
time." 
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“ Well,  don’t  let’s  fight,”  answered 
Frank  wearily;  “that’ll  only  make 
things  worse.  My  hands  are  blistered 
so  1 couldn’t  catch  any  more  fish,  and 
I don’t  want  to  see  another  fire  to-day, 
if  I had  a bushel.  There’s  nothing  for 
it  but  to  go  home.  We  can  take  it  easy 
down  the  cart-path,  and  rest  by  the 
way.” 

“ I suppose  it’ll  have  to  come  to 
that,  sooner  or  later,”  said  Tommy ; 
“but  let’s  dig  up  the  fish  first,  and  see 
if  they  are  good  for  anything.  I’m  all 
caved  in.” 

Frank  agreed  to  this,  and  though  the 
spot  had  been  thoroughly  trampled 
over,  they  found  a few  little  fish  which 
were  still  eatable. 

“ Come  down  the  path  into  the 
shade,'  he  said,  “and  we'll  sit  down 
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there.”  They  seated  themselves  on  a 
rock  beside  the  rough  road,  in  a com- 
fortable shady  place  ; but,  alas  ! their 
troubles  were  not  yet  over.  Tommy, 
who  was  a restless  boy,  began,  while 
nibbling  at  his  fish,  to  kick  off  bits 
from  a decayed  log  lying  at  the  base 
of  the  rock.  At  the  second  or  third 
kick  an  angry  buzz  was  heard,  and 
forth  from  the  hollow  log  sallied  a 
swarm  of  excited  insects,  and  bore 
down  upon  the  boys. 

Before  they  fairly  understood  what 
was  going  on,  a sudden  sharp  prick  and 
then  another  and  another  sent  them 
leaping  from  the  rock  in  hot  haste. 

‘‘It’s  a bumble-bees’  nest  !”  shouted 
Frank;  “run  for  your  life.  Tommy!” 
But  Tommy,  in  jumping  down,  had 
struck  upon  the  old  log  and  irritated 
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the  bees  afresh,  for  the  entire  swarm, 
apparently,  pursued  the  boys,  lighting 
and  stinging  at  every  chance.  Draw- 
ing up  their  shoulders  and  holding 
their  hands  over  their  ears,  the  poor 
fellows,  half  wild  with  pain,  ran  down 
the  winding  road  for  more  than  half  a 
mile,  and  paused  at  last  from  sheer  ex- 
haustion. Cautiously  uncovering  their 
ears  and  looking  around,  they  found 
that  the  bees  had  given  up  the  chase, 
but  were  each  shocked  at  the  appear- 
ance of  the  other.  In  truth,  they  were 
now  in  a frightful  state.  In  their  over- 
heated condition,  the  effect  of  the  poi- 
sonous stings  was  rapid  and  violent ; 
their  faces  and  hands  were  already 
much  swollen,  and  the  pain  was  very 
severe. 

“ Mrs.  Brown,  the  berry  woman, 
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lives  there/’  said  Tommy,  pointing  to  a 
small  house  at  a little  distance;  “let’s 
stop,  and  perhaps  she  can  do  something  ; 
I can't  go  any  farther  now.’’ 

Mrs.  Brown  and  her  old  mother 
were  very  hospitable.  Mrs.  Brown 
brought  out  her  most  comfortable 
chairs,  bathed  their  wounds  in  salt  and 
water,  and  urged  a lunch  upon  them  ; 
but  pain  and  fatigue  had  by  this  time 
overpowered  hunger.  They  could  eat 
nothing,  but  gladly  took  the  bowls  of 
milk  she  offered. 

“You’d  better  let  ’em  go  home, 
Lizzy.’’  said  the  old  woman  ; “ they’ll 
feel  wuss  afore  they  feel  better.’’ 

“ I wish  Jeremiah  was  here,’’  said 
Mrs.  Brown;  “he’d  hitch  up,  and 
carry  you  home  ; but  he’s  over  to 
Whitney,  laying  stone  wall,  and  got  the 


A PICNIC  OF  TWO. 


55 


old  horse  along.  I hate  to  send  you 
off,  but  if  you  won’t  have  nothing 
more,  I guess  you’d  better  walk  on, 
for  I’m  really  af eared  you  won’t  be 
able  to  see  out  of  your  eyes  much 
longer.” 

How  the  boys  got  over  the  rest  of 
the  distance  they  did  not  quite  know. 
It  seemed  an  endless  journey.  When 
they  began  to  approach  the  village, 
they  turned  into  the  fields  rather  than 
keep  the  road  and  risk  meeting  any- 
body. Neither  spoke  a word  till  they 
arrived  at  Mr.  Torrey’s  house. 

‘‘  Good-by,”  said  Frank,  when  he 
had  opened  the  back  gate. 

” Good-by,”  answered  Tommy,  and, 
as  he  plodded  on,  he  heard  Janie’s 
frightened  exclamation,  ” Oh,  Frank! 
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Frank!  what  is  the  matter?  Grandma, 
do  come  here  !” 

Still  keeping  to  the  fields,  he  reached 
the  rear  of  his  father’s  premises,  crawl- 
ed over  the  fence,  and  presented  him- 
self at  the  kitchen-door.  Old  Sappho, 
with  whom  he  had  frolicked  ever 
since  he  first  learned  to  walk,  took 
him  for  a stranger  and  barked  at  him. 
His  mother  met  him  with  a grave,  sad 
face.  “ My  poor,  foolish  boy  !”  she 
said.  She  quickly  applied  cooling  rem- 
edies to  his  face  and  hands,  and  then 
assisted  him  to  bathe  and  undress. 

“ Your  father  was  going  to  look  for 
you.  Tommy,”  she  said,  alter  she  had 
made  him  as  comfortable  as  possible. 
” Mr.  Welch  was  here  a little  while 
ago,  and  we  heard  from  him  that  you 
had  not  been  at  school  to-day.”  Then 
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she  told  him  what  had  been  the  object 
of  Mr.  Welch’s  call,  and  went  away, 
leaving  him  in  bed,  where  he  spent 
the  remainder  of  the  day,  worn  out 
and  aching  from  head  to  foot,  and 
with  only  his  conscience  for  company. 

The  next  day  proved  very  fine,  and 
the  school  picnic  came  off  as  Mr. 
Welch  had  arranged.  Frank  and  Tom- 
my heard  the  merry  talk  and  laughter 
as  the  wagons  drove  through  the  vil- 
lage, but,  of  course,  neither  of  them 
was  of  the  party. 

About  eleven  o’clock  on  Sunday 
morning,  when  everybody  was  in 
church  and  the  village  street  deserted, 
two  boys,  each  with  what  looked  like 
some  curious  deformity  of  the  face, 
came  out  of  two  houses  about  a quar- 
ter of  a mile  apart,  and  walked  on 
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until  they  met.  Both,  in  spite  of  an 
assumed  air  of  jauntiness,  had  a very 
subdued  appearance,  and  were  evi- 
dently much  the  worse  for  wear. 

“Hallo!  Tommy,  is  that  you  ?“  cried 
Frank.  “How  do  you  find  yourself? 
I was  coming  down  to  see  you. 
You’re  a fine-looking  young  fellow  !’’ 

“The  same  to  you,”  replied  Tommy, 
with  a smile  which  made  his  face  look 
queerer  than  ever.  “ Your  best  friend 
wouldn’t  know  you.  When  are  you 
going  on  another  picnic?’’ 

“Shut  up!’’  answered  Frank  shortly. 
“ I shall  hear  enough  about  that  from 
the  rest  of  the  fellows,  to-morrow. 
What  did  you  get  the  other  night?’’ 

“ Oh,  I didn’t  get  much — except 
promises,’’  said  Tommy.  “ I suppose 
they  thought  I’d  had  enough  for  once. 
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Father  looked  at  me,  and  then  he  said, 
‘ Thomas’  (I  always  know  there’s 
something  coming  when  he  calls  me 
that),  ‘ Thomas,  I think  you  have  had 
one  lesson  that  ought  to  be  enough  for 
a wise  man  ; ’ and  then  he  went  on, 
and  said  that  if  I turned  out  the  other 
sort,  you  know,  and  ever  needed 
another,  he’d  give  it  to  me  himself ; 
and  that  time  I should  remember.  But 
mother  was  good,  1 tell  you,”  he  con- 
tinued, the  tears  rushing  to  his  eyes. 
” Oh,  wasn’t  she  good,  though  ? I tried 
to  tell  her  I was  sorry,  a dozen  times, 
yesterday,  but  every  time  it  stuck  in 
my  throat ; but  I’m  going  to  get  it  out 
the  minute  she  comes  home  from 
church.  What  did  you  get^.^” 

” I didn’t  get  what  I deserved  !” 
exclaimed  Frank  vehemently.  ‘‘Janie 


62 


A PICNIC  OF  TWO. 


was  just  as  sorry  for  me  as  could  be, 
and  grandma  too,  and  they  did  every- 
thing they  could  ; but  mother  and  the 
rest  didn’t  get  home  till  dark,  and  I 
had  plenty  of  time  to  think  it  over. 
Mr.  Welch  had  just  been  there  to  in- 
vite us,  and  all  those  good  things  1 
carried  off  were  made  on  purpose  for 
us  to  take.  I can  tell  you  I felt  small 
enough  by  the  time  they  came  back  ; 
and  then  father  felt  so  bad,  and  talked 
to  me  and  said  he  thought  I had  more 
confidence  in  him,  and  all  that,  till  I 
felt  like  a regular  sneak,  and  wished  1 
could  go  through  the  floor.  Mother 
had  to  roast  another  chicken  for 
Janie.” 

” I suppose  they  had  a good  time,” 
said  Tommy,  after  a moment’s  si- 
lence. 
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“ Janie  says  they  had/'  answered 
Frank.  “ It  was  the  best  picnic  she 
ever  went  to  ; but  she  cried  because  1 
couldn’t  go.  She  says  Mr.  Welch 
knows  all  sorts  of  games,  and  can 
manage  a boat  like  a sailor.  Who’d 
ever  have  thought  the  old  Welchman 
was  up  to  anything  like  that?” 

“ Nobody  !”  said  Tommy.  ” I should 
have  declined  your  kind  invitation  if  / 
had.  The  fact  is,  Frank,  we  were  a 
couple  of  donkeys.” 

“That’s  just  as  true  as  you  live,” 
answered  Frank  readily.  Next  time 
we  go  off  like  that,  I rather  think 
we’ll  stay  at  home.” 

“ It’s  most  time  for  church  to  be  out, 
and  I want  to  catch  mother  before  she 
gets  into  the  house,”  responded  Tom- 
my ; ” but  I suppose  we  may  as  well 
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take  time  to  call  it  a bargain.”  And 
having  reached  this  conclusion,  they 
both  went  home. 
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